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* DRAMATIS 


PERSON. 
0 RP HE US. Mr. VꝝRNOx. 


OLD SHEPHERD. Mr. Dopp. 


Cnorxvs of SrurpnzrDs, 


Mr. Parsons. 

Mr. HazTzv. 

Mr. BANNISTER, 

Mr. Favczr. 4 
Mr. Kzas, | 


_ 


RHODOPE. Mrs. Anve, 


13 


O RP HE US: 
AN 


ENGLISH BURLETTA. 


— * — 


The Curtain riſes to ſoft Muſick after the 

Overture, and diſcovers ORPHEvUs aſleep 

upon a Couch with his Lyre near him 
er the Symphony—— 


RECITATIVE accompanied. 
ORPHEUS | (dreaming.) 
I COME—]I go-I won't—I will. 
(half awake.) 
Bleſs me Where am 17 Here I'm ſtill 
(æuite awake.) 
| Tho? dead, ſhe haunts me ſtill, my wife 
In death my torment, as in life; ra 
* Er 


* * 


(2 3 
By day, by night, whene' er ſhe ents. 
Poor me aſleep—ſhe thumps and 3 , 
No more ſhe cries with Harlot's revel, 
But fetch me, Oxrnzus, from the Devil. 


AIR. 
I. 


Tho' ſhe ſcolded all day, and all night did the 


Tho? ſhe was too rampant, and I was too tame; 


Tho' ſhriller her notes than the ear-piercing fife, 


1 muſt and I will ge to bell for my wife. 


* 


As the ſailor can't reſt, if the winds are too ſtill, 


As the miller fleeps beſt by the clack of his mill, 
So I was moſt happy in tumult and ſtrife; = 
nnn 


192 


— Dir RHODOPE. 
r nd 

Your wife, you Driv'ler!—is it ſo ? 
But II play hell before you go. 


ORPHEUS (ald) Rect. 
With fear and ſhame my cheeks are ſcarlet 
I've prais d my Wife, before my Harlos, 


RHODOPE. Ret. 


Go, fetch your wite, .thou ſimple man; 
What keep us both ?—is that your plan? 
And dar'ſt thou, Oarngus, think of two * 2 


pf 


When ane's too much L by one foe you. 
r Tr 2300/42 
v0 inn ed es owl 
OR PHEUS. Kecit. 
My mind is fix'd—-in vain this ſtrife; 
To hell I go to fetch my wife. — 
AA (Going Rhodope holds him.) 
9 | B 2 | AIR. 


6461 
2 AIR, 


RHODOPE (0h ters) 


'* 
Is this your affeftion, 
Your vows and protection, 
To bring back your Wife to your houſe, 
When ſhe knows what 1 am, 


As a wolf the poor lamb, 5 


As a cat ſhe will mumble the mouſe, 


Air and Recit. 


Pray ceaſe your pathetic, 
And I'll be prophetie, 


T vo ladies at once in my houſe; 


Two cats they will be, 
And muinble poor me: 


— 7 — 


The poor married man is the mouſe, 


LE — 


RHO 


L 5 J 
RH OOP E. 
„ RDA. 


Vet how me, Ozynevs, can you be, 7 
So vulgar as to part with me, 
And fetch your wife ?—am I forſaken? 

O give me back what you have taken! 
In vain 1 rave, my fate deplore 
A ruin'd maid, is maid no more; 

Your Love alone is reparation, 
Give me but _ and his for Reputation. 
| * _ ber fingers ) 


++ ATR. 515 4 1 


N 
When Oarnzus you 2 
Were kind and true, 1 
Of joy I had my Fl, 
Now Ozynzvs Toves, : 
And faithleſs proves, 
* Alas | the bitter pill! 


II. 


iT The e From 


| ; card out, [call o thee; 
=_ O naughty boy, 
[| To you tis joy, gh 1 
=_ Alas! "is death to me. nach 
| —_—;- HE US. Kecit. 


In vain are all your ſobs, and ſighs, 

| In vain therherrick of your eyes; 

1 To vind and rain my heart is rock; 
The more you r more Im block. 


1 . : 


RHODOPE. Ref, 


Since my beſt weapon, crying fails, 
I'll try my tongue, and then my nails. 
8 uin 


ya 


AIR. 
Mount if you will, and reach the ſky, 
Quick as light'ning would I fly, 
And there would give you battle ; 
Like the thunder I would rattle. 
Seck if you will the ſhades below, 
| Thither, thither will I go, 
Your faithleſs heart appall ! 
My rage no bounds ſhall know— 
Revenge my boſom ſtings, 
And jealouſy has wings, 
To riſe above em all! 
[OxPnevs ſnatches up the Lyre.] 


ORPHEUS. Rear. 

—_ 85 3 * 414 #09 
This is my weapon, don't advance, . - ;: , 
PI! make you ſleep, or make you dance- 


7 * = 


a : 
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{3 ] 
AIR. 


One med'cine cures the gout, 
Another cures a cold, | 
This can drive your paſſions out, 


Nay even cure a Scold. 


Have you gout or vapours, a 
I in ſleep, 
Your ſenſes ſteep, 


{4 


Or make your legs cut capers. 


DUETTO. ( accompanied with the Lyre. ) 


Raon. 
Oxpg. 


Raop, 
Onpu. 
Rrop. 
Oren. 
Rod. 
OrPs. 


Ro, 
Oren. 


Rnop. 


_ Oaen, 


* 
«4 0 


I cannot have my ſwing, 

Ting, ting, ting. | 
My tongue has loſt its twang, - 
Tang, tang, tang. + 

My eyes begin to twinkle, 
Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle. 

My hands dingle dangle, | 
Tangle, tangle, tangle, 


My ſpirits fink, 


Tink, tink, tink. . ear 
Alas my tongue, 
Ting, tang, tong. . 


Ron, 


132, 
Raop. - Now "tis all o'er, 
I can no more, 
el 1 
boa v Dre an a Cu al felis] 


ORPHEUS. Recit. 
it £ 1511. 


5 Tis ts: Tm thee, 
And now for thee, ; 
Ee I MO wk 
Behold what's ſeldom, ſeen in life, 
I leave my miſtreſs for my wife. | 


Who's there? (Calls 4 fervant, who peeps 0 
Come in—nay never peep; _ 8 
The danger's oer—ſhe's faſt alleep, ext 


iIirn * In 1 . 


Do not when her fog roule, or 
191 6 
1 go to hefl—to beach m 


bl _" 
1 9; if Anode 


AIR. (Repos) — 5 
- Tho! ſire ſcolded all thy and all l night di did the 


. Tr iis K 4,» : 


Tho ſhe was to tampant, and I 00 de 3 
FThoꝰ ſhriller her notes than the ear- piercing fife, 


I muſt and I will go to hell for my wife. 
100 Aging. 
8 Scene 


. ——— . nc tt Mom 
- 1 Y 4 _ ——— Zh: 2 — 
v p W 8 9 — <> One —— — A — 
1 &S * * —— 
© * 


* 
5 
. 
8 | | 
. j N 

e 2 * C5 
* — 

es 0 33 1 Fg 8 22 


Scene ranges to a "mountainous Country, 
Cee 95 Sheep Coats, GG. | * 


29 1 141 


Alter a ſhort Symphony, 
851 | IOW e 
ND il: N wor: 


Enter OR P aa 


re 7 


Pliging deen bis Dire. Ik 
SY 161 #19131 ven! a 
nrg dec: c 1 Ran) Sc e 
5 tf ran e = arc) 
Thou dear companion of my life, EST 1 
My friend, my miſtreſs and my vie, 9 5 
Much dearer than all three; 8 0 


Should they be faithleſ and deceive me, 
Thy Grand Sperite can relieve rn hs 


- k : 


i 5 "ry SOILS | ' # N 
Alk med'cines ate in | 
0 
4 7 * 
le ; 
3 * 20 . * 
2 2 _ | * . a — » *% 
. : FT j * » * we. : 24 * 
PP 2 — 1 * S 3 " ti + £1534 '2 . # % * * 34 19014 - 1 4 
— * * 77 . * 
. k 1 . f f * 


: 7 La an «>, 0 ** 
11 ! 1 i . » A 
Rex c1- 


76:1 


"RECITATIVE:.. 


Now wake my. Lyre, to fprightlier ſtrains, 
Inſpire with j Joy both beaſts, and ſwains, 
Give us no ſoporific potion, ; 
But Notes ſhall ſet the fields in motion, 


P 
. _—_ , 


AIR. 


"REV: no diy, | h 
Soft and pretty, | 
Charming female tongues to ſleep; 
' Goats ſhall flaunt it, 


Cows-currant it, 
On ear! it ie with their i ſep 


Enter OLD SHEPHERD with others, 
g | Recit. | 


Stop, ſtop your noiſe you fiddling fool. 
We wagt not here a Dancing School. 


C 2 O R- 


"my . 2 . 1-345 £1 O21 
Beat time with this + upon your pate. 


fs ] 


ORPHEUS. Rai. 


Shepherd be cool, i this ring. 
Or this * ſhall ſer you all ac cap Te 
* Hig Jaws 1x n 2 15 
Oro SizPHERD. Kecit. 


- 


Touch it again, and I ſhall ſtrait, 
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; + His Crook. 
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OR PHEUS. Nu ny 4 


k If l 


1 dare! you all, your threats, your blen 


Come 61 one and all we now are foes. 


Cj 1 


old SHEPHERD. Recit. 
Zounds!- what's the e with my toes? 
8 amn to dance.) © 


£ 0 : 0 LD 
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OLD Suzpurr Ds... 

Al R 

From top to toe, 
Above, below, 
The tingling runs about me 
I feel it here, | 

I feel it there, 


© > 


Within me, and wichour me. 


rü Buy) 


ORPHEUS,. | 

Ar. gt 04 
erte, pos | 
Above, below, 12 

mmm 
Now tingle here, 


Now tingle there, 
Within you, and without you. 


OLD SHEPHERD. | Ar. 
O cut thoſe ſtrings, 


Thoſe tick ling things ws, 
Of that ſame curſed Scraper; 


1 
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| Choras* Tsun e 


wer dancing OY 3 


e- "3 * 44 | 


And we like you. 
Can cal cut a caper. 16 


ORPHEUS. * 


* 2 «> * - 
* . odr ff 231 (45 


Thoſe fooliſh-things, 3 
They cannot hurt the Scraper [ 

And they like you, 
Can only cut a capers! ann wo 


eg - 


yy Seb Ds. 


We're dancing to, 4 F 
And we like you, hos 
Can only cut 2 caper. FO 


Orn 


1 


1 


Orp SurPHRrRD. 


* 


As I'm alive, 

I'm | x five, 

And that's no age for dancing ; 
I'm paſt the game, 
O fie, for ſhame, _ 

Old men ſhould not be prancing : 
O cut the ſtrings, 
Thoſe tickling things, 

Of that ſame curſed Scraper; 


Chorus of SuzPuBRDS. 


n 
Can only cut a caper. 


1 
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They cut 5 TROY | 

Thoſe fooliſh things. wa 
They cannot hurt the Scraper, 

They're dancing too. 

And they like you, | 
Can only cut a caper. 


£ Cuonvs. „ 
We're dancing too, 
And we like you. 3 1 
Can only cut a caper. | "0 


[Oxenevs leads out the Shepherds i in a * 
Chorus of nging and dancing, and the 
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